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PREFACE. 



CiBcuMSTAKCEs over which I had no control, have 
led to the pahlication of ^Ijnthe" a few months after 
that of the ^^UOLANTINE" The sole excuse I can 
offer to those who have so kindly and warmly pa- 
tronised me is, that the same circumstances will ohlige 
me to withdraw from the ^ service of the Muse." In 
jmhlishing what is most prohahly my last work, I avail 
myself of the opportunity to express my gratitude for 
the support I have received, both for this, and my 
former works. — And now — ^^ not in the matter-of-course 
manner in which the word is generally used,'' but 
wishing it may express the grateful feeling it is in- 
tended to convey, — I say Farewell! 

GEORGIANA BENNET. 



SOHO HILL, BlRMlNOUARty 
Ftbruaty, 1841. 



I A N T H E. 



I A NTH E. 



I. 



The morn's grey clouds were lingering in the sky, — 
Still on the sleeping flowers the dew-drops lay, — 

And, save the wild lark's carol from on high, 
Pouring a welcome to the earliest ray 
That came as herald of a cloudless day, 

No sound was heard;— deep silence reigned around, 
When forth lanthe went, — awhile to stray. 

Lone and unheeded, o'er the sacred ground 
Where those she loved the best their latest home had 
found. 
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II. 



She bent in silent prayer above the dead. 
Long lost, but cherished by fond memory yet ; 

And many were the bitter tears she shed, 

And wild, — enduring, — deep, — ^her vain regret 
For those her soul nor could, nor would forget, 

Ere she could nerve her spirit to go forth, — 
A seal upon her heart's best feelings set, — 

Henceforth to be a wanderer o'er the earth, 
Smiling on all she met, though sharing not their 
mirth. 



III. 

She had drank deeply of the cup of woe. 
And her young heart had felt the blighting care 

Which damps too soon affection's trusting glow, — 
Destroys the flowers which hope had planted there. 
And leaves the soul a prey to dark despair ; — 

And though her spirit strove to break the chain. 
That it might once more in Earth's gladness share, 

She found the struggle still was made in vain, — 
Though severed for a time, its links would join 
again! 
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IV. 



Tet was slie not quite desolate ; — she found 

The free birds would not from her presence fly: — 

The simplest flower which sheds its fragrance round; 
The wild birds, others carelessly passed by, 
"Were robed in beauty to her searching eye, — 

A voice spoke in the murmurs of the stream. 
Upon whose mossy bank for hours she'd lie. 

In some sweet spot, where the noon*s scorching beam 
Could not pierce through to scare away her waking 
dream ! 



V, 

There was a calm in the cool morning hour, 

That shed its influence o'er lanthe's breast ; 
And often, from her lonely summer bower, 

She watched the earliest rays that light the East, 
Until the sun, in all his glory drest, 
Came ** as a bridegroom" forth, — joyous and 
bright,— 
Rousing the sleepers from their idle rest ; 
While from his presence fled the shades of night ; 
And earth, and air, and sky were one wide blaze of 
light! 
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VI. 

And the cool *< evening hours" to her could bring 
A respite from the toilsome cares of day ; 

When, through the shady forest wandering, 
She listened to the thrush's thrilling lay ;— 
That gentle song could banish care away. 

And still the tumult which too oft would reign 
Within lanthe's breast : — when Passion's sway 

Conquered her better feelings, that wild strain 
Could win her heart from dreams which time had proved 
were vain. 



VII. 

But mostly did lanthe love the night; 

The silent, lonely, witching midnight hour,-— 
Not when pale Luna shed her silvery light, 

But when Heaven's dome with stars was studded 

o'er ; — 
There seemed a spell — a deep, mysterious power- 
In those still moments, that subdued her soul. 

Which from the cares of earth would strive to soar; 
And, as she marked the planets onward roll. 
The world, and the " world's law" o'er her had no 
controul. 
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VIII. 



Twas a wild fancy, — but, one glorious star. 
Bright Hesperus, — the first to greet the eye 

Of the lone wanderer as he strays afar, — 
She singled from the burning host on high. 
As the bright ruler of her destiny ; — 

And while it shone with radiance clear and pure, 
A glittering gem amid the deep blue sky,— 

No clouds its glowing beauty to obscure, 
'Twas as a hope which nerved her spirit to endure. 



IX. 

lanthe loved fair Poesy, and bowed 

In reverence at the Muse's honoured shrine. — 
Sweet Poesy ! whose " evil is all good," 

Thou shed'st around life's path a ray divine, — 

Thy influence o'er the heart can ne'er decline, — 
Worshipped and loved thou hast been and wilt be ; 

Too much, perchance, of the soul's love is thine. 
For thou dost often bring deep misery 
To the enshrining heart which fondly bends to thee ! 
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X. 

What sought lanthe 'midst the worldly crowd 

In which she moved for years? — A kindred mind! 

Alas ! to none who live is it allowed, 

That fancied and long sought for boon to find : — 
Too great such bliss to be to earth assigned, 

We are but wanderers through a tangled way ; 
And howsoever dear the ties that bind 

Each to his fellow, yet we never may 
Meet with that dearest gift, though we should search 
for aye ! 



XI. 

She knew not, till too late, that her own home " 
Contained a heart so loving, pure, and mild, 

lanthe might have won it to become 
A guardian angel to her spirit wild, 
Checking its wayward fancies, — ^which, reviled. 

Grew but the stronger ; — but she never thought 
That, in the bosom of the gentle child 

Who sported round her, the high soul she sought — 
Vainly, amid the world — ^breathed there, with gladness 
fraught. 
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XII. 



lanthe's fate was sad, — sorrow and pain 
Had fallen darkly on her early years: — 

Leaving a home she never saw again — 

The death of those who dried her childish tears — 
Those fond ones, whom the lapse of time endears. 

And who, 'mid after cares, are ne'er forgot. 
But brighter still their memory appears, 

When worldly friends, who seem what they are not. 
Bring woe to trusting hearts, — and darkness on our 
lot! 



XIII. 

These had she known, — and all on earth must know 
Such griefs as these : — ^but she had heavier woe — 

The ceaseless pining for a heart to share 

Those feelings which the world must never know, — 
Love — ^which she could but upon One bestow ; — 

And oftentimes the bitter tears would start 
At finding so much worthlessness below : 

Her's was a strange, — perchance, a wayward — ^heart, 
"With secret dreams and hopes the tongue can ne'er 
impart. 
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XIV. 

And there was One who talked to her of love, 
Until she fancied that she felt the flame ; 

But in adversity 'twas her's to prove 

She only knew the passion hy its name :— 
The knowledge of his fickleness hronght shame 

And agony to her too trusting hreast ; — 

And then, to banish thought, she courted Fame, — 

Though still, by feelings dark and sad opprest. 
In vain, 'midst varied scenes, she sought for peace or~ 
rest ! 



XV. 

The heavy hours rolled on : — ^lanthe grew 
More calm, if not more happy ;— and she met 

With one who o'er her spirit's darkness threw 
Such gladness as soon caused her to forget 
All former feelings of unsoothed regret, 

And woke again the laugh of heartfelt mirth : — 
She trusted that his love would bless her yet. 

For it was all she valued upon earth, 
And, if that charm were lost, life would be little 
worth. 
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XVI. 

lanthe lived for love — her's was the deep 

And earnest passion which endured for aye — 
Strange thoughts across her hrain at times would 
sweep, 

And dread Despair drive every hope away, — 

But her affection never knew decay, 
Nor time, nor absence, could her heart estrange ; — 

In the night's lonely stillness — the bright day — » 
Alone — in crowds — where'er her steps might range — 
That fond, confiding spirit, felt no wish to change ! 



XVII. 

How was her trust requited ? — With such love 
As but too seldom blesses earthly lot ! 

With her at eve through some lone glade he'd rove. 
Lingering for hours in a sequestered spot. 
Breathing impassioned vows, — till she forgot 

The world was round her— One was ever near, 
To watch each look, — anticipate each thought, — 

With anxious care to shield from woe or fear,— 
Join in the laugh of mirth, — or check the starting' 
tear ! 
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XVIII. 

Mistake me not ; — if in lanthe's breast 

Her sad heart sat not " lightly on his throne," " 

'Twas not that evil thoughts disturbed her rest, . 
But loneliness and unsoothed grief had thrown 
A shadow on her pathway — which had grown 

Deeper and darker with advancing years ; 

And cherished hopes had all too quickly flown, 

And care had come — such as too often sears 
The youthful heart, — and pride had dried the fount of 
tears ! 



XIX. 

Yet were her thoughts and feelings deep and pure- 
As the clear fountain of the desert spring, — 

And yet these very feelings might allure 

Far from the beaten path ;— too oft they bring 
Misery to their possessor — ^wandering 

Through the world's thorny ways. — Woman! thy 
lot 
Is all too sad — too fondly dost thou cling 

To him by whom thy fisdth is soon forgot — 
knd then 'tis well if grief and memory madden not ! . 
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XX. 



Man little heeds a woman's breaking heart — 
Amid vain, heartless joys, hell soon foi^t ; — 

The dream of early love will soon depart. 
Nor in his bosom leave the deep regret, 
The grief a woman feels, whose light hath set 

In the dark night of sorrow : — he no more 

Will think of her whose trusting love hath met 

So sad a fate : — her dream. of joy is o'er, 
iShe ne'er can know again the peace she felt of yore ! 



XXI. 

Too oft is woman's lot a bitter one — 

Such was lanthe's ; — amid affluence reared — 

By friends surrounded — yet ere youth was gone 
Her young and ardent heart was deeply seared,— 
And those by nature's fondest ties endeared 

To her fond spirit, slumbered in the tomb— ^ 
And death — too often by the youthful feared — 

By her was sought and pined for, — ^whilst the gloom 
Tate had around her cast, no gladness could illume. 
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XXII. 

Amid the revel none could gayer be — 
Her's was the wildest laugh, the gayest jest, — 

Her reckless spirit seemed from trouble free, 
And joy appeared an inmate of the breast 
Which was, in truth, by one deep grief opprest. 

She would not, dared not, to the world display : — 
And like an ^^ unquiet spirit, seeking rest, 

But finding none," she trod life's dreary way, 
Watching, with a crushed heart, its dearest hope» 
decay. 



XXIII. 

Oh ! say, have ye, who, bending o'er this lay. 
Trace with a feeling heart lanthe's lot, — 

Seen some bright hope — some cherished dream — 
depart ; 
Or have ye been by those best loved forgot, — 

* Or sought for sympathy, and found it not, — 

Or, ere ye dreamt of change, hath adverse fate 
Driven ye — an exile — to some far-off spot,— 

Has the loved household hearth, by which ye sate 
In earlier, happier days, been long left desolate ? 
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XXIV. 

Then can ye feel, even as lanthe did 

Amid the smiling crowd, who cannot share 
Our secret feelings, — but one thought was hid 
From e'en the dearest, — nearest, — kindest, — 

there, — 
The thought which drove lanthe to despair ; — 
And, as the lightning with its scorching ilame 

Destroys the beauty of the gay parterre, 
So when that thought across her memory came, 
'T would hush the laugh and jest, — and her wild spirit 
tame! 



XXV. 

How little know we what the fond heart feels 
Which, — doomed to mingle with the giddy throng,- 

Must shroud each bitter memory that steals 
Into its deepest cells, and glide along 
With smiling lip and cheek, — and mix among 

Those whom the soul despises ; — as if bliss 
Could yet be found in music, dance, or song ! 

lanthe felt how sad a life was this. 
With that one burning thought her soul could not 
dismiss. 
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XXVI. 

And, for a time, she felt as if forsook 

By Him, whose watchful eye is over all — 

Her wayward heart could not such feelings hrook. 
And yet he patient ; — she would oft recall 

. The time ere she hecame the loved one's thrall, 

And ask " Why is it thus ? — What had I done 
To merit all the miseries which fall 

On my devoted heart — since love begun ? — 
What can avert a doom I dread, but cannot shun ?" 



xxvil. 

These were the thoughts which shook her trust in 
God— 
He who forsakes not — ^faulty though we be — 
And mournfully life's dreary road she trod ; 
No hope — no joy — could her lone spirit see 
In all earth's pleasures, for dark memory 
Came as a fiend, that o'er the Future cast 
Tormenting thoughts,— and oft in agony 
She prayed that life's vain dream not long might 
last, 
Since nought of present joy could e'er erase the Past. 
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XXVIII. 



Pass we o'er years, — ^marked by the hand of pain, — 

In silence ; — look ye on lanthe now, — 
She comes to see her early home again, 

But care is deeply stamped upon her brow ; 

And ye might almost deem that love's fond vow 
Had been forgot or broken : — none may tell 

How deeply drugged had been her cup of woe : — 
She seeks the spot where she was wont to dwell, 
To gaze on childhood's scenes — then bid the world 
farewell ! 



XXIX. 



She never saw that home again, — 'twas near 
The spot where lay — in Death's embrace — her 
sire ; — 
She paused beside that grave, where none might hear^ 
Or see her grief: — did memory inspire 
lanthe to awake her dormant lyre, 
And pour her spirit forth in one wild lay ? — 

Oh ! it appeared as if the slumbering fire 
Of Poesy, that in her breast held sway, 
Had, with a sudden bound, burst through the bonds of 
clay ! 
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XXX. 



There was a magic in each thrilling word 
Of that wild, sweet, yet unconnected strain, 

Which they who — lingering in the distance — heard 
With strangely mingled pleasure, fear, and pain, — 
And which they would not lightly hear again, 

It breathed so much of heartfelt agony — 
Of a deep, passionate wish to break the chain 

Which bound her weary soul — that she might be 
From the dark, gaUing ties of earthly thraldom free ! 



XXXI. 

That ^' latest song" told of a broken heart, 
Which struggled long its heavy lot to bear ; 

But saw its latest, dearest hope depart,— 

The one which was most fondly cherished there, — 

And then became the victim of despair, 

Who o'er the Present threw a deadly blight. 

And pictured coming hours as full of care,— 

Nay, even veiled in shades of darkest night. 
The ray which should have beamed from pure Religion's 
light 
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XXXII. 



She had no joy on earth — no hope of heaven — 
It seemed as if her prayer had been denied ; — 

No aid, — no succour, — in that dark hour given, 
Too sorely was her haughty spirit tried ; — 
Its only strength was in its native pride. 

And that had failed, — and so she came at last, — 
Like an o'erwearied child, — to kneel beside 

Her Father's grave, — and there forget the Past, 
In that calm peace which round the happy dead is 
cast. 



XXXIII. 



The fire of madness flashed in her dark eye. 

As she poured forth those words of bitterness,— 
But, as her earnest look was raised on high, 

Some passing thought, which mortals may not 
guess. 

For a brief i^ace overcame her strong distress, — 
Yet her frame trembled as she bent her knee, 

And murmured lowly — " God of Heaven ! bless— 
Forgive, as I forgive, — and pardon me 
My confidence in man, — my want of trust in Thee ! 
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XXXIV. 

" Father ! the strife — the fearful strife — is o'er ; 

On mine own strength too much did I rely 
In the dark trials I sustained of yore, — 

But now to Thee, in penitence, I cry ; — 

Hear me, oh Father ! in mine agony^— 
Yield me not up a victim to despair I" 

She ceased^^and gladness lit her lifted eye : 
Oh ! had not Heaven heard the fervent prayer 
Breathed by the wounded spirit kneeling humbly 
there. 



XXXV. 

lanthe sleeps in peace beneath the sod,-— 
Gone to the grave ; — ask ye if she did fall 

A prey to man ? — Her soul is with her God — 
He who alone can truly judge of all : — 
But oh ! if he who held her heart in thrall. 

Whom she so loved and trusted through long years,- 
lt\ for a moment, he the past recall, 

"Will he not mourn her fate with bitter tears. 
Though life stOl bright to him with many joys 
appears ? 
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XXXVI. 

lanthe sleeps in death — her trials past: — 
She had felt poverty^ and woe, and pain, 

lentil she deemed an evil spell was cast 
Aronnd her, which she strove to hreak in vain, 
She had so much to suffer and sustain : 

But sorrow could not her proud spirit tame, — 
Tliejnty of the world she did disdain. 

And 'twas in scorn she sought to wreath her name 
With the undying flowers which deck the Court of 
Fame. 



XXXVII. 

Oh ! had she learnt in youth to flx her mind 
On higher things than this world can hestow, 

To her sad fate she had heen more resigned. 
However much it had of hitter woe, — 
However deep the pangs her heart might know: — 

And her aspiring soul was all too proud 

To hend to those she loved not, — or to show 

Deference to those who were hut of the crowd, 
Vnd not with gifted minds, or sterling worth endowed. 
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XXXVIII. 

She paid the penalty that aU must pay 

Who war against the world : — and she had given 

Her dearest hopes to One who lured away 

That too confiding heart from trust in Heaven, — 
And in life's darkest hour each tie was riven. 

And she was left alone and desolate — 

Like a stray leaf before the tempest driven : — 

She learnt her error when it was too late : — 
To trust and be deceived — oh Woman ! is thy fate I 



•t.^i^^f^f^^^^'^^^S^^r^ ^^^ 



XXXIX. 



My task is ended : — of my closing lay, 

Woman ! this page I dedicate to ye ; — 
Ye, of the household hearth the pride and stay ! 

Would that a warning my weak words may be. 

Matrons of England ! if ye wish to see 
Your daughters tread unharmed life's thorny way. 

From evil deeds and dark suspicion free, 
Over their minds let pure Religion sway, 
And teach her holy truths in childhood's trusting 
day! 
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XL. 

Oh ! that my pen were dipped m living fire^ 
And my words written on the hearts of aU ! 

To loftier thoughts should Woman's soul aspire, 
She ne'er should he again dark Passion's thrall, — 
Nor vainly on her sex for succour caU, 

If woe or want opprest. — Was she not made 
For happiness and peace P Yet, should she fall. 

By the false vows of artful Man betrayed. 
Woman! respect thy sex,— come forth, the wretch to 
aid! 



XLI. 

Save her from years of want and wretchedness, — 

Save her from shame, and sorrow, and despair ; — 
Stretch forth thine hand in pity to distress, 

As ye would Heaven should aid ye in your care ! 

And know ye not that the deep, earnest prayer, 
Of the soul ye have won from evil power. 

And brought to God, shall much avail ye there ? 
The thought shall yield ye comfort in the hour 
When Death triumphant comes, — or pain, or sickness 
lour! 
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XLII. 

God turns not, unrelenting, from the cry 

Of the repentant sinner, — ^why should ye ? 
Oh ! look not with that cold and scornful eye 

On those whose hearts from evil thoughts were 
free 

Till every hope was hlighted ; — ^let there be 
A questioning of your own heart ; — ^if loved 

And loving, as the one condemned by thee, 
Should ye have stood the trial thus unmoved : — 
Or would ye not, like her, have fond and faulty proved? 



XLIII. 

If the pure Gospel truths were early taught, 
And deeply stamped upon your infant mind ; — 

If ye in humbleness of heart have sought 

To know and do His will, — then shaU ye find 
Strength to withstand such trial, if assigned 

Unto your lot ; — ^but trust not to high pride 
Or moral principle ; to right these bind. 

But they give way to Passion's headstrong tide. 
And fail in the dark hour when we are sorest tried ! 
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XLIV. 

Mothers,-— ye English Mothers ! would ye save 
The '^ daughters of your house'' from shame and 
woe, — 

Deep on their souls the Gospel truths engrave ; 
Teach them that happiness is found below 
But in Religion's pathway ; — ^teach them, too. 

Pity for those who, not so wisely taught. 

Have loved too well ; — oh ! if ye would bestow 

Upon these erring ones a passing thought, 
Or a kind word, they might to the right path be brought. 



XLV. 

But, frowned at, scoffed at, by the "worldly wise," — 
No hand extended to redeem or save, — 

What marvel if, — to veil from human eyes 

Their secret grief — they yield themselves a slave 
To evils which they never thought to brave 

In earlier hours ; or, maddened with their woe. 
Deem their sole refuge is the darksome grave. 

And wildly seek a doom they might not know 
If ye, who shrink from vice, would more of mercy 
show. 
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XLVI. 

" Judge not, lest ye be judged." — The human heart, 

And the heart's thoughts, are seen by God alone ;— 
Nor pen, nor tongue, those secrets can impart : 

All errors to the world too soon are known, — 

But, if for sin repentance can atone 
Unto high Heaven, why should ye proudly spurn 

The sorrowing hearts, to whom were mercy shown. 
Such as for which too many vainly yearn. 
Back to fair virtue's paths how soon would they 
return ! 



XLVII. 

Condemn me not, that thus far I have striven 
Your pity and your aid for those to claim. 

Whom one kind act of yours might win to Heaven, 
From the sad paths of sorrow, guilt, and shame : — 
Willingly, gladly would I bear such blame. 

If ye would of my warning lay take heed, 
And seek the erring spirit to reclaim ; 

'Tis not for hardened vice that I would plead. 
Bat for the penitent :-^shrink not from one kind 
deed! 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



THE POET'8 FATE. 

And can ye deem the Poet's fate 

The happiest on earth ? — 
Think ye that song hath power to change 

Sorrow or pain to mirth P 
Envy ye thus ** Earth's lowliest child> 

Of such high gift possessed P"'— 
How little know ye of the heart 

Hid in a Poet's hreast ! 



Too sensitively does it feel 

The griefs which all must hear,— 
Too ardent in its love and hate, — 

Too prone to dark despair. 
Neglect will chill, — unkindness wound,* 

When ye would feel it not :— 
A thousand ills ye deem not of, 

Mark every Poet's lot I 
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He dreams a kindred spirit dwells 

Within earth's narrow hound ; — 
Go ! let him seaM h the world throughout ! 

Where is that spirit found ? 
Deceived, betrayed, by those most dear, — 

Made wiser when too late, — 
Bowed down by poverty and woe. — 

Sad is the Poet's fate ! 



And darker still that womarCs lot,. 

Within whose youthful mind 
A love for Poesy's rich lore 

Too deeply is enshrined ! 
Her ardent heart too soon is chilled; ^ 

Her dearest hopes laid low, — 
She finds the gift ye covet thus, 

" A heritage of woe !" 

Though high the boon, and proudly prized,- 

Those who this power possess 
Are doomed to drink, e'en to the dregs, 

The cup of bitterness. 
Yes, all too sad their earthly fate. 

They walk life's path alone; 
And often, long ere youth hath passed. 

Their hopes, their peace hath flown t 
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Weary and sad^ with spirit crushed 

By sorrows ye would spurn, — 
For the cakn rest the grave will give, 

Well may the Poet yearn ! 
Go ! mingle with the smiling crowd. 

Be thy vain wish forgot ; — 
Thou hast no cause to envy thus 

The Poet's wayward lot ! 



•♦ 
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STANZAS. 

** Love not ! love not ! the thing 70a love may die, 
May perish from the gaj and gladsome earth ; 
The silent stars^ the blue and smiling skj, 
Beam on its grave as once upon its birth !** 



Oh ! fearful thought ! to deem the cherished one. 
Whose smile^ whose every look, too much we love. 

May, ere the morrow's dawn, from earth be gone. 
Leaving us lonely through the world to rove. 

Who can reveal the secrets of the tomb. 
And tell if memory treasures scenes long fled P — 

If stilly amid the grave's unbroken gloom. 
She knows who sorrows o'er the silent dead P 

None — ^and until that secret shall be known, 
The loving heart will tremble at death's power, 

Lest he should claim the fond one as his own. 

And blight the choicest hopes of youth's gay hour. 

How sad to look upon the fajce of one, 

Who in each joy, each grief, has borne a part, 

When the last glimmering ray of life is gone. 
And chilled for ever is the once warm heart. 
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The hand is cold which but a few days past 
With earnest clasp would to our touch reply ;- - 

And a deep shade of heavy gloom is cast 
Over the speaking glances of that eye. 

No cheering words shall soothe us when we weep, — 
Nor fond afifection dry the bitter tear — 

No anxious form watch o'er our troubled sleep — 
No welcome smile make even joy more dear . 

We press our lips upon the noble brow 

That with the glow of life so late was flushed ; — 

'Tis white> and chill as coldest marble now, 

And the quick throbbing pulse in death is hushed ! 

Say, must death part the loving ? — Tell me not 
That I could live if thou wert gone from earth; 

How could my soul support so sad a lot — 
Or, losing thee, mingle in scenes of mirth ? 

Then leave me not, amid the world, alone. 
Bound by no earthly link — no cherished tie, — 

Tarry for me a few brief years, mine own ! 
As we have lived, — together, — ^let us die. 
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« THE PLEASURES OF MEMORY." 

<* Hail ! Memory, hail ! in thy ezhaustlesf miney 
From age to age umiumbered treasures shine !" 

R0GEB8. 



Oh ! say, can Memory bring 
Sweet thoughts to bless ns on our weary way — 
Remembrances that cheer the darkest day ? 

Is there no hidden sting 
Buried within the petals of the flowers 
That threw their sweetness around early hours P 

Doth she not often tell 
Of secret agony, — and dark distress, — 
Of unsoothed grief, and bitter loneliness, — 

Of falsehood's blighting spell ; — 
Sin — ^for which heavy penance has been paid, — 
Of trust deceived — and confidence betrayed ? 

Yet Memobt hath joys. 
Deep and unsullied, — from a pure fount springing,- 
A holy calm to the worn spirit bringing. 

That worldly care destroys ! 
The records of our childhood, — of the time 
Ere the young heart had dreamt of woe or crime! 
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Oh ! blessed be her power ! 
She can recall the absent and the dead; 
Bright beams of sunny gladness round us shed 

In many an evil hour ! 
Nerve the weak soul life's triab to sustain^ — 
And bid departed pleasures live again ! 

And honoured be the Bard 
Whose lay calls forth — as by a mighty spell — 
The treasures buried deep in Memory's cell ! — 

What shall that lay reward ? 
The world accords to him undying Fame^ — 
And ** Memory" consecrates her Poet's name ! 
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SONG. 



THINK OF ME. 



-N 



When the early dawn is breaking, 

And fond dreams with darkness flee ; 
When from slumber thou art wakings 

Think of me! 



When the heat, at noon-day burning, 

Lures thee to some shady spot, 
Shall one, whose heart for thee is yearning, 

Be forgot ? 

When thou roamest forth at even. 

And sweet memories steal o'er thee ; 
Let one thought to me be given : 

Think of me ! 

When the shades of night are round thee, — 
When Peace broods o*er earth and sea ; — 
Ere the spells of sleep have bound thee. 

Pray for me ! 
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THE BRIDE'S FAREWELL TO HOME. 



I LEAVE my home — my early friend 
All who were dear to me, — 

To seek a new and distant scene, 
My chosen One ! with thee. 

I look upon my Father's face, 
With sad forehoding fears ; — 

I see, with heartfelt agony. 
My Mother's silent tears. 



My Sister hangs around my neck. 

With words of earnest love ; 
And asks what unknown power can tempt 

My wayward steps to rove. 

By cheering smiles and kindly looks. 
My Brother's care is shown ; — 

I know how much his spirit feels. 
By his voice's altered tone ! 

I quit the friends whose changeless truth 
And watchful care I've proved, — 

By whom, from the first dawn of life, 
I have been fondly loved I 
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Bless me, my Father ! — Mother, speak 

One word to cheer me on ! 
Oh ! do not cease to think of me, — 

To pray for me, when gone. 

— Bear with me, dearest ! I am thine, — 

But cannot check these tears ; 
Nor part unmoved from friends whose faith 

Has stood the test of years. 

And thou^ when time has dimmed my eye — 

Drawn wrinkles in my hrow— 
Oh ! will thy love he then as deep, 

As fond as it is now P 

— Take me away — ^my young heart clings 

Too fondly to this spot ; 
Yet I can rend such ties as these. 

To share thy future lot. 
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THE DEAD. 



" Weep not for the Dead !" 



Veep not for the Dead ! — We know that their slum- 
bers 
Can be broken no more by the world's heavy woes : 
No thought of the future their bosom encumbers, — 

No deep-rooted sorrows disturb their repose ! 
We tremble to think that the momenta of gladness 

Are fleeting as even the Spring's fairest flower ; — 
That the young joyous heart may be blighted by sad- 
ness, — 
As o'er Summer's bright sunshine the heaviest 
storms lour ! 

Hath the friend that in youth ye most honoured and 

cherished, 

Gone first to the land whence no travellers return ? — 

Hath the child of your love in its infancy perished ? — 

Doth thy soul for the loved and the lost vainly 

yearn P 
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Oh ! grieve not ! the Dead are in qniet reposing. 
They fret not — they heed not the sorrows of earth ; 

Whilst round thee the dark clouds of sadness are 
closing, 
And a pang or a sigh check the gay langh of mirth ! 

Then why o'er the grave bend in silence and weeping, — 

Rejoice that the loved ones are free from life's chain ; 
Like a child on the breast of a fond mother sleeping. 

They slumber — and why would ye wake them again ? 
All false joys — ^falser friends — and vain hopes for- 
saking, — 

No longer a prey to the stem fiend despair — 
I would that mp soul, from the world's fetters breaking. 

The peace of their cold couch for ever could share ! 
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THE REBEL CAPTIVE. 

The Star of Evening sparkled in the West, — 

The sounds of busy day were lulled to rest, — 

Silence was brooding over hill and plain, 

Save where the night-bird poured her lonely strain. 

Those thrilling notes, so solemn, wild, and clear, 

Mellowed by distance — ^fell upon the ear 

Of a lone Captive, who, condemned to die 

When the &st ray played o'iBr the morrow's sky — 

Sate, sadly musing, in his dungeon cell 

0*er blighted hopes — on friends he loved too well. 

As a harp's strings, touched by no mortal hand. 

But by the wing of flying Seraph fanned, 

Give forth ethereal music — that wild song 

Came floating on the midnight air along. 

The warrior started at the gentle sound, 

As if a clarion's notes had rung around ; — 

The heavy chains that bound him to the spot — 

His present pain — ^his future fate forgot — 

Memory had borne him with resistless power 

Back to the scenes — the hopes — of childhood's hour. 

He seems to stand within his native halls, — 

That sweet low song a Mother's voice recalls, — 

A Father's anxious eye is on him cast, — 

And well-known forms come sweeping slowly past. 
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— The spell is broken ; — the wild strain is o'er, — 
He stands alone upon his dungeon floor^ — 
Hope may not cheer, nor kindred greet him more ! 
Then slowly firom his lips these accents fell — 
The Bebel Chieftain's last and sad Farewell : — 



'^ Why is that wild song hushed P 
I had forgot my present grief and pain,-^ 
But heavily the thought comes back again 

Of hopes for ever crushed. 
Sad is my soul — ^my limbs are bound with chains,- 
And but the dream of liberty remainis. 

** My life is near its close — 
To-morrow they will lead me forth to die, — 
View my last agonies with mocking eye. 

Perchance my heartless foes 
Deem that my haughty soul may be subdued 
In my dark prison's dreary solitude. 

" But, in this trying hour. 
One hope is left, my spirit to sustain — 
He, in whose cause I fought, and bled — in vain- 

Is now beyond their power. 
My rightful Prince to distant lands is fled — 
Escaped from every snare around him spread. 
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** — How lovely is the night ! 
And the cool zephyr fans my burning brow ; — 
Earth ne'er seemed half so beautiful as now^ 

Nor yonder stars so bright 
As to my lingering gaze they now appear, 
Smiling upon me from their cloudless sphere. 

*^ Oh ! that to some fair star 
The power to tell my secret thoughts were given — 
That the wild wishes I now breathe to Heaven 

Were borne 'to those afar, 
That they might know my heart is with them still, 
As when we shared together good and ill. 

^ I would that one was near, 
Whose beaming smile, and words of earnest love, 
Hy dearest solace in this hour would prove. 

And my last moments cheer. 
I am alone — and on my solitude 
Dread thoughts and feelings will at times obtruded 

" Yet I can nerve my soul 
To look on death with calm, unshrinking eye, — . 
Smile on the crowd who come to see me die — 

Each vain regret controul. 
Now let the ministers of torture come, 
Thejr are hut heralds to my \aleal\iOT2aft\ j 
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" The victory is mine ! — 
I triumph o'er the tyrant ! — ^he may be 
Awhile the conqueror, but my soul is free. 

Though chains my limbs confine ! 
They may to torture and to death condemn, 
But my free spirit ne'er shall bend to them !" 



With the first beam the early morning shed. 
The rebel Chieftain to his doom was led. 
One moment wildly gazed he on the crowd, 
Then proudly — silently — ^his head was bowed 
Upon the block. The axe gleamed through the air- 
Fell on the hapless warrior kneeling there — 
And all was over ! 
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THE SETTING SUN. 

How beautifiil is yonder setting sun ! 

How glorious is the scene we now behold ! 
The sky appears a sea of liquid fire — 

The azure clouds are tipt with living gold ! 

Lo ! amid varying shades he sinks to rest, 
Slowly retiring from our anxious view ; 

While his last rays gild the pale flowerets near. 
And add a double lustre to their hue. 

But night's dark shadows are advancing now — 
The chilling winds upon the waters play ; — 

We must return ere daylight doth depart — 
I cannot watch its latest beam decay — 

For it recalls the memory of the past, 

Of cherishedfriends — of hopes that once were bright — 
The best — the dearest — ^like yon setting sun, 

Are lost — ^have vanished from my aching sight. 

Away — ^I dare not think upon the past. 

Nor wake sad memory from her gloomy lair ; 

But as that sun will rise at dawn again. 
So let Hope paint the future bright and fiekir ! 
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STANZAS. 



*( . Never ftom my heftrt| 

Shall Time thine image blot ;•» 

The dreams of other days depart— 
Thou canst not be forgot !** 



The joyous hopes of trusting youth — 
The dreams of early years — 

The confidence in others' truth — 
Toung Love's fond hopes and fears — 

Time, unrelenting^ sweeps away ; 

The smiles that wreathe our lips to-day 

Fade — even as sweet flowers decay — 
Or change to bitter tears. 

Have I not seen each bright hope fade 

Which gilded days long past P 
But though all others have decayed, 

There is around me cast 
One cherished beam of gladdening power. 
That soothes me in the darkest hour. 
And shall — ^whatever storms may lour — 
Still bless me to the last. 
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It is the memory of thy vow, — 

My fervent trust in thee, 
That cheers my heaviest sorrow now, 

And shall Hope's heacon he. 
Thou — dearer far than aught on earth — 
My fiist, last thought in woe or mirth I 
Oh ! life to me were little worth 

If thou wert lost to me. 

My star of Hope — ^when life's fair sky. 

By stormy clouds o'ercast. 
Looked dark and fearful to mine eye, — 

My solace through the past, — 
Thou wert the soother of each care. 
Waking my spirit from despair ; 
And this shall he my fervent prayer — 

God bless thee, to the last ! 
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HEAVEN. 

Summer's sweet flowers will fade, 

And Autumn's hues decay, — 
The beautiful in dust are laid, — 

The dearest pass away. 
The soul alone will live, 

To see a brighter ray 
Than Earth's sun e'er can give — 

Grod's own eternal day. 



And mine would gladly wing 

Her flight beyond the sky — 
Earth's life away would fling 

For immortaUty! 
There sorrow cannot come. 

Nor tears shall dim the eye ; 
Heaven is the wanderer's home ! 

Oh ! Uts 9k boon to die. 
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MELODY ON THE SEA. 

Oyer the deep blue sea there cime a sound 
Of gentle music stealing on the ear 
In tones so sweet and clear, 
They shed a holy spell on all around — 
Waking within each breast the memory 
Of scenes and days gone by. 



It came from some fair shq>y that waned away 
O'er the wide "world of waters," — ^bright and 
calm — 
And it had power to charm 
The beating hearts which listened to that lay 
As to a voice which had been hushed for years,-*- 
Then melted into tears. 



It was a hallowed hour — ^the evening star 
Shone singly in the sky ; — a gentle breeze 
Moved through the leafy trees, — 
Our thoughts were with the lov3d ones a&r ; — 
The silence which so long had reigned around. 
Was broke by that sweet sound. 
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A voice — as though from Heaven's vast height — 

spoke 
Of joyful tidings from some blessed one, 

Who from Earth's shades was gone ; 
And in our breasts strange yearning thoughts awoke — 
The absent were as present, — those \ye mourned 
Appeared to life returned. 



Float on, thou gallant vessel ! o'er the waves, — 
Thou seek'st our own beloved land again, 
Whilst we must here remain. 
Here are otir homes, and — ^it may be — our graves ! 
May gentle favouring gales around thee play, 
To speed thee on thy way ! 

A blessing rest upon thee, and on those 

Thou bearest onward ; and may sounds as sweet 
The homeward wanderers greet, 

* 

As the wild notes which through the still night rose 
Upon our listening ears, and seemed to come 
From England's happy home ! 
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And bear ye, too, a blessing from each heart 
That throbbeth here, unto our native shore. 
Though we may see no more 
The ** Father land," yet can that name impart 
A gleam of joy to every Exile's breast! — 
A blessing on it rest. 
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LOST FRIENDS. 



** Friend after friend departs; — 
Who hath not lost a friend ? 
There is no union here of hearts, 
That finds not here an end.** 

AIOKTOOHEEY. 



Who, in this transitory life, 

But what hath lost a friend, — 
Hath seen the fondest, brightest hopes, 
The dearest friendships end ? — 
Friendships, whose faith withstood the power 
Of dark misfortune's trying hour. 

Oh ! say not, in the silent grave 

Such friends we e'er forget — 
Death may divide us, but our hearts 
Treasure their memory yet. 
My Sire ! thy very name will be 
Dearer than life's best boon — to me. 

Why should we sorrow for the dead ? 

Are they not deeply blest P 
We live to mourn 'midst care and strife — 
-72^ know eternal test. 
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Tketr griefs are all in Heaven forgot ; — 
Thou wouldst not change their happier lot P 

And it is bliss to deem the dead 
Can watch ns from on high— 
To think the spirit we so loved 
Shall be for ever nigh, — 
Can share our joys— our sorrows feel — 
And bless us as in prayer we kneel. 

Oh ! is not this a holy dream — 

A hope that we should prize- 
Awakening all that's pure and good-*- 
Fitting us for the skies P 
Bearing our hearts and hopes above 
To One whose attribute is Love. 

He ^^ bears no rival in our hearts," 

The High and Mighty One ! 
Then meekly bow to His decree, 
And worship Him alone ! 
Oh ! earth would soon become too dear, 
Should all we love continue here. 
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LEOLINE. 



I 



*' The hearts which love had fonned to twine. 
One cold, rash word hath broken !" 

Mrs. C. B. Wilsov- 



** Away ! I will not bend — 
Thou dar'st to doubt my vow, my truth, my love !— 
Thou sayst — ^not tkinkest — ^I shall faithless prove. 

Here let our friendship end ! 
Henceforth we meet as we have met — ^no more ! 
And now Life's brightest, dearest dream is o'er !" 



So spake young Leoline, and turned aside 

The pallid cheek, the starting tear to hide. 

Long had she borne, as trusting woman bears, 

Her lover's torturing doubts, and jealous fears ; 

But now she spoke in anger — and they parted, — 

And the proud Leoline is broken-hearted. 

Listen — ^how changed the strain since Time has 

proved 
How slight the tie which bound the one she loved. 
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'^ Oh ! wherefore didst thou seek 
And wm my heart, — ^then smile to see it break P 
Am I not still the same P Then why forsake ? 

Oh ! I have heard thee speak 
Of undecaying love, and truth unchanged 
By changing years — and yet thou art estranged ! 

** Oh ! think — one moment think 
Of plighted faith — of vows that thou wouldst be 
Amid life's varied trials true to me, — 

That thou would'st never shrink 
If fortune frowned ; — ^nor should the world have 

power 
To lure thee from me in the stormiest hour. 

''This is man's constancy ! 
Believe the winds that fill the vessel's sails 
Will waft it safely on with favouring gales ! — 

Believe the treacherous sea 
Will still be calm, as in this smiling hour ; 
No storms deface — ^no threatening tempests lour : — 

** But deem not man will be 

« 

The same through coming years as in the past ; — 
Deem not the love of early youth will last, 
Or that thy memory 
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Will still be dear ; — it has been mine to prove 
Man's constancy, and truth, and changeless hoe ! 

• " My brain bums fearfully — 
I press my hands upon my aching heart, 
And bid the maddening memories depart, 

And leave my spirit free 
From the remembrance of a happier lot ; — 
'Tis time past hopes and feelings were forgot ! 

" And, for one hasty word 
Which — ^tortured by his doubts — ^by me was spoken, 
Each tie, each link that bound us once, is broken. 

How often have /heard 
Harsh, angry taunts, my soul could scarcely brook. 
And borne his mocking smile — ^his scornful look ! 

" And I have lingered now. 
Day after day, in hopes he would relent ; — 
Proud as I am, he could not deem I meant 

To break my plighted vow, 
I dare not think he can rejoice to be 
From Love's fond ties and gentle fetters free." 

Alas ! for thee, young Leoline ! 
A heavy lot henceforth is thine. 
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Thou may'st not weep o'er broken vow, — 
The smile most deck thy lip and brow. 
(Jo forth, — thy spirit is too proud 
To seek the pity of the crowd ! 
Go, — -join the festive dance and song. 
And seem the gayest of the throng, — 
Jest, laugh, when careless crowds are nigh, 
And stifle memory's painful sigh ! 
Oh ! could thy. woman's heart forget, 
Thou might'st be happy even yet ; 
But no, — too cherished the sad past, — 
Too strong the fetters round thee cast ; 
Joy — ^hope — ^no more shall smile on thee ! 
Go forth, — ^fulfill thy destiny ! 
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THE INVOCATION. 

If there are spirits inhabiting earth, 
Who watch o'er each moment of love and mirih- 
Who flit round our path like shadows of light. 
Whose beams are not seen by a mortal's sight,— 
Who now, in this quiet and starry hour. 
Are hovering over each* greenwood bower, — 
Spirits, I hail ye ! And if such there be. 
The spells I will weave shall bring one to me. 



Spirit, if near me^ 
I bid thee hear me ! 
By the gushing fountain. 
By the verdant mountain. 

O'er which thou lov'st to stray, — 
By the shadowy night — 
By the dawn's &int light — 

By the glorious close of day. 
It matters not whither 

Ye roam at this hour, — 
I summon ye hither 

To mine own fair bower ! 
Come on a beam of night's first fair star ; 
Fve watched its pale quivenng beam afar^ — 
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Wear a form that to me is dear-^ 
Speak with a voice I love to hear, — 
Whose every tone is melody. 
Spirit ! Spirit ! hear'st thou me ? 

I will try a stronger spell : — 
Wheresoever thou dost dwells 
Spirit! by the overmastering soul 
Nor time, nor danger, can contronl, — 
By passion, fervent, lasting, pure. 
That can and will for aye endure, — 
By thoughts we never can impart, 
Deep hidden in their lair — ^the heart, — 
By every hope and dream of truth, 
Known only to confiding youth, — 
By every charm around thee, — " 
By all that ever bound thee — 
From thy bright home 
I charge thee come 
To me, in all thy mighty power. 
E'en in this lone, but hallowed hour ! 

— 'Tis past — 'tis past — ^it may not be, 
No Spirit leaves his home for me ; 
And the heart which in that dream forgot 
Its darkened path — its lonely lot — 
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Comes once more to its earthly place 
From roving 'midst the realms of space. 
The stars grow dim, and pass away 
Before the moon's unclouded ray ; 
And with feelings subdued I turn again 
To a life of wearisome care and pain. 
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TO MARGARET. 



Could prayer of mine avail to keep 

Sadness and thee apart — 
To bring sweet visions to thy sleep. 

And gladness to thy heart- 
To banish every thought of care — 
The gloomy whispers of despair — 
The dreams of secret misery, — 
How often and how fervently 
I'd breathe for thee such prayer. 

The wish — ^but not the power — is given, — 

May Peace on thee alight ! 
And if sometimes a cloud is driven 
Across the azure vault of Heaven, 

"Wearing the hue of nijght, — 
Oh ! may it quickly pass away. 
Like shadows at the break of day. 

Leaving Life's sky more bright ! 

And oh ! should woe or care oppress, 
May ** Memory" still have power to bless ! 
Amid the deepest gloom 

I 
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May radiant Hope her lamp display 

Thy pathway to illume, — 
Still pointing to a heavenly ray — 

And as the world's dark paths are trod, 
Lure thee from earthly thoughts away, 

And lead thee on to God ! 



MIBCELLANROUS POKHS. 73 



THE SABBATH IN THE WILDERNESS. 

I. 

In the far wilderness, at noontide^ met 

Men of all ages, 'neath an oak tree's shade, 
That, old and gnarled, was clothed with verdure yet ; 
Through its green leaves the glittering sunbeams 

played, — 
Around its roots a sparkling brooklet strayed ; — 
Silently, solemnly they gathered there. 

And mute attention to an old man paid, 
Who, with deep voice, mild eye, and reverent air. 
Amidst that kneeling group poured forth the earnest 
prayer. 

II. 

Fit scene and hour was that for man to pray 
To the Eternal God ! The bright blue sky 
Glowing with splendour, as the orb of day 
Mounted his throne of noon-tide light, on high, — 
Rare birds, with gorgeous plumes, were hovering 
nigh. 
Whose song a moment since greeted the ear. 

Though silent now, — and flowers of richest dye 
And sweetest fragrance, sprung, uncultured, near, — 
And thence arose the sounds which Heaven loves to 
Lear. ^ 
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III. 

And yet it was, in truth, a desert place. 
From the dear homes of England far away ; 

And all, save one, were of the Indian race. 
That ne'er before had owned another's sway^ 
Yet now that old man's very looks obey — 

Heed every glance — attend to every word, — 

And why ? — 'Twas from that aged Preacher they, 

In the wild forest depths, the Gospel heard, . 
And felt their inmost hearts by its pure doctrines stirred. 



IV. 

And he had left the land which gave him birth, — 
Riches and honours — pomp, and power, and fame. 

To bear to the far countries of the earth 
The " tidings of Salvation ;" — and he came. 
Strong in the faith of his Redeemer's name. 

To preach the word of God in deserts wild, — 
The souls of the proud savage to reclaim ; — 

And Heaven upon his enterprise had smiled. 
Though kindred laughed to scorn, and worldly men 
reviled. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 75 



V. 



Tears had passed by since first that shore he sought, 
And he had known privation, want, and woe ; 

But when those erring hearts to God were brought. 
Well were his sufferings repaid, to know 
That those wild beings to his efforts owe 

The hope that cheers in every earthly ill — 
And they to him a grateful homage show ; 

And, as a child obeys a father's will, 
They learnt to watch his look, and every wish fulfill. 



VI. 

The even-tide was come ; — the Holy Book 
To those wild savages explained and read ; 

They sat in silence, till the Preacher spoke 
Of that far home whose halls he used to tread 
In the glad hours ere youth's fond dreams were 
fled,— 

And told what holy thoughts had lured him on. 
Though o'er his early path the world had spread 

Her gay allurements ; — yet in vain they shone. 
Nor from its firm resolve could his young heart be won. 
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VII. 



He spoke, in that still hour, of cherished friends. 
And all the visions of his youthful years. 

While reverently each Indian chief attends 
To every hallowed sentence which he hears 
From lips so hallowed ; — and the old man's tears 

Fell silently upon his care-worn cheek. 

Yet not in grief, — ^but sadness, — which endears 

The lost and unforgotten, when we speak 
Of those bound to our hearts by ties we would not 
break. 



VIII. 



How deeply and how fondly memory clings 
Unto life's early days, when joy shone bright !- 

How often o'er our hearts remembrance flings 
A sudden halo of unsullied light. 
Cheering the darkness of a stormy night ! — 

And thus the old man, in that foreign clime. 
Recalled the moments, of whose rapid flight 

He took no heed in stirring manhood's prime, — 
But now lived o'er again that happy, guileless time. 
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IX. 



He ceased, — and then the parting prayer was spoken; 

And as the Indians sought their home again> 
The quiet stiUness of the night was broken 

By their commingling voices, in a strain 

Of deep thanksgiving ; — ^from that lonely plain, 
Begirt by the dark forest, there was sent 

A hymn of prayer and praise, which might obtain 
Acceptance at His throne Omnipotent, 
To whom each eye was raised, each knee was bent. 



X. 



The stars — suns of some distant hemisphere — 
Were thickly studded o'er the dark blue sky, — 

As through the forest depths their path they steer. 
Guided by signs well known to Indian eye. — 
Little they dreamt that Grief was hovering nigh, 

Like some malignant spirit, that will blight 
Life's fairest buds, and wake the bitter sigh 

E'en in our happiest hours, when all looks bright — 
Changing the noon of joy to sorrow's darkest night. — 
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XI. 

One Indian boy alone remained to be 

The old man's mute attendant to his cot ; — 
But long the Preacher lingered 'neath the tree 

Where he had knelt and prayed, — a &Tourite 
spot, — 

And many a lesson, ne'er to be forgot, 
That youth learnt from the lips he most revered ; — 

But not that night his home the Preacher sought,-— 
Nought from the dwellers of the woods he feared^ 
For to that savage race he was too much endeared. 



XII. 

" Here will I rest," he said, " till morning come ; — 
My limbs are weary, — and my spirit feels 

Sad and oppressed. Sleep, boy, — ^we'll seek our home- 
When the dawn's earliest radiance gently steals 
O'er the wide arch above us, — and reveals 

The day's approach." — Meekly, in earnest prayer. 
With trusting heart, the aged Preacher kneels. 

And, 'midst the solemn silence reigning there. 
Asks for His aid and help all coming ills to bear. 
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XIII. 

Meanwhile the youth had sunk in slumher deep. 

Which ended not until night's shades had fled ; 
And when his spirit broke the bonds of sleejS, 

The dawn's bright rays around his couch were 
shedy 

And 'midst the leaves that quivered o'er his head 
Wild birds were singing gaily, — as if woe, 

And death, and desolation never spread 
Their sable wings around us, — but we know 
he deepest griefs are hid beneath joy's brightest glow. 



XIV. 

He bent in silence o'er the aged man. 

Who lay beside him 'neath that shadowing tree. 
How calm he sleeps, — and yet how death-like w^an 

That cheek and lip appear ! — 'Tis sad to see 

That brow so pale. — Oh ! God ! it cannot be 
That life hath past away in that still hour ! . 

'Tis even so ! — that godlike soul is free 
From all the bonds of earth, and never more 
iu feel or care or pain — its latest pang is o'er. 
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XV. 

Blest are the dead — and trebly blest is he^ 
The " Man of God," who strove so long to save 

The erring, — and to set the sinner free. — 

His Indian children reared sweet flowers, to wave 
In beauty o'er his lonely forest grave. 

And ever deemed the spot a hallowed one. — 
Well might they love his memory ! — He gave 

Each thought and hope to them, and he had won 
Their hearts from heathen gods they served in days 
by-gone. 



XVI. 

On every Sabbath eve, — beside his tomb. 
Lonely, and low, and rude although it be — 

They meet amid the waving forest's gloom 
Again to bend in worship, as if he 
"Were still among them to direct and see,- 

And there is poured the fervent, heartfelt prayer. 
That God will grant them strength and constancy 

Still to preserve their faith in every care, — 
Pure, trusting, earnest, deep — as when he taught them 
there. 
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XVII. 

Oh ! never^ through the lapse of coming years. 
Shall time erase the good man's memory! — 

His grave is " watered hy a nation's tears ;" 

And there the wild flowers hlossom, fade, and die. — 
Above them is the same unclonded sky, — 

The same green smiling, glades are spread around> 
As met eadi mom the Preacher's searching eye ; — 

While in their hearts one spark of feeling 's fonnd, 

hat grave will still be deemed a haUowed spot of 
ground. 
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ON HEARING A LADY SING. 



INSCRIBED TO MRS. GRIFFITHS. 



That voice recalls the past, 
Though many, many weary years have flown 
Since last I listened to its gentle tone ; 

And Time since then hath cast 
Thorns on my pathway — sorrow on my heart, — 
And hade fond hopes and youth's gay dreams depart 

Where are the friends I loved 
In the glad hours when you and I first met P— 
The death of some hath caused me deep regret, — 

Others have faithless proved. 
By time or hy adversity estranged, — 
But YOU have never heen hy either changed. 

* 

No — still to me the same ! — 
Whatever fate it has been mine to know — 
If fortune frowned or smiled — in joy or woe — 

Howe'er the world might blame — 
Through the long lapse of years you still have been 
Kmdi and unchanged amidst each varied scene. 
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Oh ! if my earnest prayer 
Can aught avail, your future lot will be 
Calm, happy, blest — ^from every sorrow free — 

Knowing no pain or care. 
One grateful tribute to your worth I pay, 
And consecrate to you this humble lay. 
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THE DECEIVED TO THE DECEIVER. 



Bid me not think of thee ! The spell is broken 

That bound so long my ardent heart to thee ; 
The harsh and unkind words thy lips have spoken. 

Like a dark vision, haunt my memory^ 
And when my former tenderness returning. 

Subdues my pride, and calls back hope's fond dreamy 
Then comes the thought that, my affection spuming. 

Thou mad'st my love and truth for scorn a theme : 
And that remembrance nerves me to sustain 
All that thy hand inflicts of woe or pain. 



Oh ! was it well my trusting heart to waken 

I'rom its fond dream of love and constancy ? 
What had I done to be so soon forsaken. 

And left to solitude and misery P 
Alas ! for me — ^I trusted too securely ! — 

How could I deem that thou wert insincere P 
Or think that he whose love from home could lure me. 

Would laugh at faith, and mock at every tear P 
I've learnt a bitter lesson, — but the hour 
Whieh taught it freed my spirit from thy power. 
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Away ! — thou knowest I have loved to madness ! — 
Thou dar*st not doubt the truth of by-gone years^ — 

Thou, who hast changed each beaming smile of glad- 
ness 
To sighs of grief — to secret, burning tears. 

But deeply, truly as I loved, believe me 
My heart no longer will a slave remain 

To one who could so wantonly deceive me : — 

Thou canst not win my confidence again ! 

» 

And though, perchance, I never may forget^ 
Yet pride and scorn shall banish fond regret. 

Go, — triumph in my folly, — ^mock my anguish ! — 

Thy falsehood I contemn, but not upbraid ; 
Upon the bed of sickness should'st thou languish, 

Thou wilt regret the ruin thou hast made. 
Forget me ! — In the world's gay circle moving, 

Thy idle homage to another pay ; 
But do not thus, again inconstant proving. 

Win a fond heart, then jest its hopes away ! — 
The chain is broke that bound thee unto me — 
Severed each fatal link, and I am — free ! 
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STANZAS. 

You bid me twine a gayer wreath — 

To breathe a lighter song ; 
You say that to my wild harp's strings 

Deep grief seems to belong. 
It is so,— over every chord 

Sadness a spell has thrown, 
And every lay that it may breathe 

She claimeth for her own. 

Look at yon withered, blighted tree, — 

Think ye it can revive. 
And, 'midst the garden blooming round. 

In former beauty live? 
Vain were such hope, — ^it may not be, — 

And equally as vain 
It were to deem my heart or harp 

Can e'er know joy again. 

Well may I grieve — I was not made 

That which I am to be. 
And scarcely can my spirit brook 

My wayward destiny. 
I sought to win a high renown — 

The wreath of Fame to wear, — 
And gild with rays of glorious light 

The humble name 1 beai. 
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Call me not vain — ^I had the power 

To be— what I am not ! — 
High hearty high spirit^ shonld have won ^ 

A brighter, happier lot. 
Well may my simple song be sad ! 

Every fond hope is crushed, — 
The cheering lay of youthM mirth 

Is now for ever hnshed. 

Then frown not that my song is sad ; 

For oft the merry smile 
Plays on my lip when anguish tears 

My lonely heart the while. 
For they who move amid the world 

Must in its follies share, 
And, howsoe'er the heart may ache. 

The mask of joy must wear. 
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THE LAY OF THE DESERTED ONE. 



I. 



Tis well — the dream is gone 
That long had soothed the cares — ^the griefs of life, — 
Sustained and nerved in peril, pain, and strife, — 

Cheering my spirit on, 
Amid the trials Time to all will bring 
Through the world's tangled pathways wandering ! 



II. 

Oft in youth's early hours — 
When idly roaming through the woods away, 
Carelessly wasting a bright summer day 

Amidst the blooming flowers — 
I dreamt of future glory ; for within 
I felt the power a name and fame to win. 

III. 

For this I could have borne 
Hatred and wrath ; — and while such hope was mine, 
Not at life's evils would my soul repine. 

But pay back scorn with scorn. 
And smile to think a brighter hour was near. 
When those around should honour and revere. 
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IV. 

I sought for one fond heart. 
With love such as I felt — deep, trusting, pure,- 
Upon whose faith I still might rest secure, — 

Whose smile should peace impart 
In the most trying moments — and to me 
A heacon and a guide should ever be: — 



V. 

One that would bear with all. 
Nor leave me when life's sky was overcast. — 
Alas ! how soon that cherished hope hath past ! 

And as I now recall 
How false those were I loved in early youth, 
I marvel if the world hath aught of truth ! 



VI. 

Whene'er my fate has been 
The darkest — the most bitter ; — ^when around 
No beam of cheering radiance could be found 

To gladden the dark scene. 
Then have the loved — the trusted — ^from me flown, 
Nor recked to leave me desolate and lone. 
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VII. 

One hope was treasured still, — 
Fondly I deemed that it would be a light 
To guide my proud and wayward heart aright,- 

To bless in good or ill ; — 
When all the hopes of youth had fled afar, 
That one arose — life's brightest, dearest star ! 



VIII. 

And then I broke the chain 
That bound my spirit, and once more became 
An eager votary in the ranks of Fame, 

Her sparkling wreath to gain. 
That I might lay the offering on the shrine 
Of the high heart I fondly deemed was mine. 



IX. 

What was renown to me? 
'Twas for another's sake 1 strove awhile 
To win the world's vain praise and hollow smile. 

/ would not care to be 
An outcast from that world, so one true heart 
Would never change, nor from my side depart ! 
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X. 



And now thai hope is gone ! 
My soul is iron — ^nerved by stem deqpair. 
Who gives the power to struggle and to bear, 

While life's pulse throbbeth on. 
I reck not what the coming hour may bring — 
Joy hath no gladness — grief hath lost her sting ! 



XI. 

Henceforth I am ctlone — 
My heart's deep feelings none again shall guess — 
Nor soothe my spirit's bitter loneliness ; — 

The vivid dream is flown 
That lured my heart to strive a name to win, — 
And all is dark and desolate within. 



XII. 

The world is round me now. 
And I must teach my lip to wear a smile, — 
With jest and laugh another's cares beguile,- 

And let my aching brow 
Be calm, as if the thoughts that 'neath it lie 
Were not of mingled pride and agony. 
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XIII. 

And yet I censure not 
Those who have brought this misery on my soul;- 
*^ My curse shall be forgiveness^" — I controul 

The feelings which my bt 
Will still at times within my breast awaken, — 
To be so loved — so trusting — so forsaken ! 



XIV. 

*Twas ever thus with me> — 
Those in whose faith I trusted, have betrayed, — 
My fondest earthly hopes are doomed to fade, — 

And heavy misery 
<< Enfolds me as a garment," till I feel 
Madness — the dreaded curse — around me steal. 



XV. 

Hear me, oh ! God of Heaven ! 
Thou wilt not turn, unheeding, from my prayer.- 
Oh ! save me from the torture of despair, — 

Be all my sins foigiven. 
And break the links which keep my spirit here. 
That my freed soul may seek a happier sphere. 
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LINES. 



I. 



Thebr is a secret sorrow of the soul^ 

Which o'er the hours of joy its sadness flings ;- 
The waves of Time, as on they darkly roll. 

Take not away the bitterness it brings. 



n. 



"The lip may smile — the eye may flash with mirth. 
And yet the heart may never chase away, — 

'Though mingling in the gaiety of earth — 
The secret grief which shuns the eye of day. 



III. 

fOh Love ! so worshipped in the happy past ! 

The brightest 'mid the endearing charms of home! 
The young heart fondlj deems that thou wilt cast 
Thy radiance round us till we reach the tomb. 

IV. 

lOfa ! that from such a dream of ecstacy 

Of pure, unsullied, fervent, deep delight, 
We e'er should wake to doubt — to misery — 
And find thy lamp is sunk 'm eii<S!i^«!& \^<^\ 
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V. 



The dream soon dies — ^but still the haughty heart 
Will veil its sorrow from the cold world's eye ; — 

Though every dearest^ fondest hope depart. 
We seek not aught of human sympathy. 



VI. 



But when some loved memorial meets our view-— 
Some token of the hopes we once could feel, — 

Or when the memory of the hallowed Past 
Doth o'er the lonely spirit fondly steal — 



VII. 



Then from the busy haunts of men we rush, 
To muse in solitude on gladness flown, — 

Marvelling what adverse power those hopes could crush. 
Which brightly in life earlier moments shone ! 



VIII. 



Oh! Time may heal the wound which Love hath given. 

But still the scar remains — with power to pain ; 
And the young spirit that hath wildly striven 
^I^VJnst despair, can Qe'er know bliss again. 
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IX. 



The Present is a void, — the Future weareth 
A darkened hue no earthly hope can cheer ; 

And disappointed love too often beareth 
A barbed sting the ardent heart to sear. 
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TO A DEAR FRIEND. 



I. 

"When calmly in the grave I sleep. 

And all life's cares are past away. 
Oh ! wilt thou this memorial keep, 

And treasure still my farewell lay P — 
Will memory happier hours recall — 

Hours passed in a far different scene P- 
I would not have thee think of all 

That either thou or I have seen. 



II. 



I ask not for a thought of thine. 

When thou in Pleasure's howers shalt be ; 
But if her ray should cease to shine, 

Then, in thy sadness, think of me ! 
When the world ceases to delight — 

When griefs dark shades obscure the sky- 
When joy's fair sun hath set in night, — 

Oh ! give to me one thought, one sigh ! 
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iir 



If mine hxts been ^ " wayward soul" — 

In a strange mould by nature cast, — 
If feelings I could not controul 

Have made the misery of the Past, — 
If oft, beneath Hope's ardent sway, 

I did from worldly rules depart, — 
Those thoughts and hopes have passed away, 

And mine is now a cold, stern heart. 



IV. 



Alas ! alas ! 'tis all in vain 

My spirit strives to break this spell ! 
I cannot early hopes restrain — 

My ardent feelings will rebel. 
Yain I — aye, it is indeed in vain ! — 

I dare not dwell upon this theme ; 
I hear what gives me bitter pain, 

But oh ! " / am not what they deemJ 
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V. 

Oh ! but to live again the hours — 
The reckless days of early years — 

When sporting amidst summer flowers — 
How bright that far-oft time appears I 

Memory recalls it to my view — 

Too faithful painter of the past I — 

• 

So bright — so beautiful — so true — 
Alas ! that such hours cannot last ! 



VI. 



When fancy decks with colours bright 

Youth's glowing and refulgent sky, — 
When dreams of pleasure and delight 

Make life look glorious to thine eye^ 
Think not of me, — ^but if grief lour — 

And others cease to smile on thee, — 
Then, in that sad and lonely hour. 

Friend of my heart, remember me / 
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THE PARTED. . 



The sun's last rays upon the altar shone. 
Shedding rich light around that holy fane ; 
And lingering there, as if in fond fietrewell — 
Like those who in the parting hour turn hack. 
Again and yet again that word to breathe — 
The fatal Vord to hope and human hliss I 
Within that sacred spot, and with her face 
Bowed to the rail, a weeping female knelt 
In deep hut silent prayer ; though heavy sobs 
Betrayed the anguish that her spirit felt. 
At length she raised her eyes — ^lustrous with tears — 
Those huming drops, wrung from a breaking heart, 
And murmured thus : — 



" My heart will still rebel — 
Prayer cannot give me peace ; — I asked for power 

To break love's fatal speU, — 
To bear the trial of the parting hour : — 
The strength was given, and every treasured vow 
Is rendered hack — ^but am I happier now P 



100 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



<^ Alas! for trusting hearts ! 
Where must we look for happiness helow ? 

Each cherished hope departs 
Before the hitter, hlighting hreath of woe ! 
I have not struggled with my love in vain. 
But joy can never light my path again ! 



** The false, fond hope is gone 
I had so long indulged ; — 'twas like a gleam 

That in the morning shone 
Glorious and hright, hut left no single beam 
To cheer the heavy gloom when tempests lonr, 
Or light the darkness of the midnight hour. 



« Father ! I pray to Thee 
For strengh to hear my fate, and murmur not 

* Incline Thine ear to me,* — 
Teach me submission to my earthly lot — 
To love Thee more, — to bend not at Love's shrine 
With the deep trust that should be only Thine ! 
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" Yet bless Am, Father ! bless 
With choicest gifte ; — ^be it his fate to know 

Unsullied happiness, 
Dimmed by no shade of grief — no pang of woe ! 
And, each rash deed and hasty word forgiven, 
Though parted here, oh ! may we meet in Heaven!" 

Again she bowed her head in silent prayer, 
Then rose — ^but in that hour of agony 
She had known all the grief that woman feels. 
And woman only — parted from the loved ! 
And which, thus felt, leaves on the loving heart 
A searing blight. — She had obeyed the call 
Of duty, — ^but the struggle was too great, — 
And from that time she withered as a flower 
Crushed by the careless hand of wanton child. 
Life still was left, but bloom and strength were gone ! 
The flower soon fades! — Thus did she linger on 
A few brief months, — and then the strife was o'er — 
The peace she sought was found; and her last prayer 
Was for the loved and unforgotten one ! 
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THE POLE TO THE CZAR. 



Emperor of Russia ! — Thou whose stem decree 
Declared that Poland was no longer free, — 
Turn, turn and hear ns— in a foreign land 
We bend obedient to thy harsh command ; 
But dost thou think our souls this bondage share ? 
No, tyrant, no ! — They still are free as air ! 
The spirit of our land surviveth yet — 
No Polish heart can happier hours forget. 
Memory ^ves back the actions of the brave. 
And fondly bursts the trammels of the grave ! 
Aye, — still is freedom glowing in each heart ; 
And if a leader from our ranks shall start, 
Then, haughty despot, tremble on thy throne,— 
For know, we will regain what is our own ! 
Thinkest thou Sobieski bled in vain P — 

4 

No — ^though he died upon the battle-plain, 
Still is his spirit with us, bold and free. 
Leading us on to Death or Liberty ! 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE PAST. 



Where dwells the spirit of the Past ? 

Is there some favoured place 
Where, at the sunset's hallowed hour, 

Her footsteps we may trace ! 
On sea or shore — ^by murmuring streams — 

In some sequestered dell, 
Impervious to the noontide beams — 

Where does that spirit dwell ? 

In each and all — there's not a spot 

In the wide earth's domain. 
Where that sad spirit cometh not — 

No heart but owns her reign ! 
In crowded hall — ^in lonely bower — 

In palace and in cell, — 
By hill and vale — on sea and shore — 

Still doth that spirit dwell ! 

When dark and threatening tempests lour 

Over the path of life — 
When gentle peace and happiness 

Give place to wayward strife, — 



l04 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



Then, in that sad and troubled hoar. 
She cheers the gnileless breast, 

And, by her sweetly soothing power. 
Lulls bitter thoughts to rest. 

It is not always thus she smiles — 

She sometimes comes in might. 
Shaking the soul with fearful words 

That banish all delight : 
Recalling errors to our view. 

Till memory be pain ; 
And hidden deeds which now we rue, — 

And thoughts that scorch the brain ! 

Where dwells the spirit of the Past ? 

Her home is in each heart ; 
And vainly would we drive her thence— 

She never will depart. 
Joy*s beams may be around us cast, — 

Still in the bosom's cell 
The powerful spirit of the Past 

Through every change will dwell ! 
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THE SONG OF THE ABSENT LOVER. 

Mt spirit pines for thee ! 
Less welcome is the morning's cheering ray 
To swain, benighted, on his lonely way. 

Than thy bright glance to me. 

The sailor on the sea 
Turns not with more devotion to hts star. 
Hailing its first faint glinmier from afar, 

Than my heart turns to thee ! 

Thou art the star whose ray. 
Piercing the gloom of sorrow's darkest night. 
Shed on my path a pure and holy light. 

Which faded not away. 

They bid me to forget^ — 
They tell me thou art fialse, as others were, — 
I know thou canst not in my feelings shari*, 

But I will trust thee yet! 

Whatever be my bt, 
I'll love — as I have loved — thee, to the last,— 
And only ask one boon — till life be past 

Do Ihou forget me not ! 
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THE CURSE. 



<< The terrible passion of death is upon me ! — I long for that 
Eternity, which — whether of torture — of annihilation — or of a 
higher existence — will free me from the intolerable burden of 

life." 

L. E. L — The Talisman. 



The bright hopes of the Past are gone — 

What will the Future bring ? — 
Can we recall the wintry hours. 

The gladness of the spring ? 
A dream of fame once lured me on, — 

And in those early days 
I would have given life to win 

The cold world's idle praise ! 

And then came Love, whose sweet bland smile 

Shed round my heart a glow 
Extatic, wild — such as no more 

That tortured heart may know ? . 
But now one only earthly boon 

My weary soul would crave, — 
To feel the calm and deep repose — 

The quiet of the gr^ve I 
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As the sad wanderer longs for home 

When far from thence exiled, — 
As a fond mother's anxious heart 

Yearns for her absent child, — 
So pines my soul to quit this earth, 

To change its present doom 
For whatsoe'er its fate may be 

Beyond the darksome tomb ! 

I've sailed upon the Ocean's breast 

When the blue lightning flashed, 
And the big waves against my barque 

In fearful anger dashed ; 
But my wild spirit felt no fear, 

Though many trembled there ; 
And tongues that lately scoffed were heard 

To murmur forth a prayer. 

I looked upon the foaming Sea 

With a deliirious joy. 
And hoped that every onward wave 

Would my loathed life destroy. 
The gallant ship whose deck I trod 

No more will stem the deep ; 
And o'er her brave, devoted crew, 

The reckless billows sweep ! 
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But I — ^who gladly would have shared 

Their calm, unbroken rest — 
Borne to the distant shore unharmed — 

Am yet of life possest ! 
To live and move amid the world 

A thing of grief and gloom,— 
And ever bearing in my heart 

A yearning for the tomb ! 

In the far wilderness I've been. 

Where few my cry might hear. 
And, with a fierce delight, beheld 

My dying hour draw near. 
Yet — even as faint and weak I lay. 

In the last agony — 
An Indian knelt beside my head. 

With earnest, pitying eye. 

He uttered words of import kind, — 

I heard, yet heeded not; 
But aid was near, and I was borne 

To my preserver's cot. 
Cherished and nursed with anxious care — 

Recalled to earth once more — 
To loathe even with a deeper hate 

The charmed life I bore ! — 
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I stood amid the foremost rank 

When battle raged around, — 
My comrades left me 'midst the slain 

Upon that bloody ground ; — 
The chilling dew fell heavily 

Upon each aching limb, — 
Strange visions flitted o'er my brain — 

My burning eyes grew dim ! 

Night passed — my wounds grew stiff and cold- 

I almost gasped for breath, — 
Yet wildly hailed the near approach 

Of the stem conqueror — Death ! 
Again a saving hand was near, — 

And when to health restored, 
The grim and reckless God of War 

Had sheathed his blood-stained sword. 

I dare not— wiU not— raise my hand 

Against the life I bear ; 
But, oh 1 how oft in solitude 

I breathe the fervent prayer, 
And bare my secret soul to Him 

Who reads the hidden heart — 
That from this dark and joyless earth 

My spirit may depart ! 



g4 



no 
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Why do I feel this mournfiil wish ? — 

Hath joy for ever fled? — 
Aye — ^for a heavy curse was breathed^ 

Years since, upon my head! 
All undeserved those bitter words — 

Why was such wish fulfilled P 
I know not wherefore — save that thus 

A righteous God hath willed. 

Oh ! every syllable then spoke 

Is graven on my heart. 
Nor can their blighting memory 

Ever from thence depart ! 
But round each fibre twining still, 

Like serpents clinging there. 
It leads its worn and wearied soul 

To dark and sad despair. 

" Go forth !" — 'twas so the Curser said— 

" And, 'midst the world received, 
May'st thou be to false friends a prey — 

By all thou lov'st deceived. 
Go, — if amongst the many there 

You meet a kindred mind, 
That speaks to ye of love and truth, 

Dark falsehood may you find I 
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<< Deserted in life's stormiest hour 

By those thoa deem'st sincere^ 
Thy spotless &,me — ^thy fairest hopei 

Blighted by those most dear. 
Long ere the years of youth are fled 

May every joy depart. 
And treachery, poverty, and grief 

O'erwhelm thy trusting heart ! 



** Go ! — thou hast dared to cross my path !- 

May this thy guerdon be, 
That all which looks like gladness now 

May change to grief for thee : 
That Death may claim, or Time estrange 

The dearest^nd the best, — 
That thy high heart, thy fearless mind^ 

May never taste of rest ! 

^ I would that e'en the flowers you tend 

Shall in their beauty die — 
That you shall wish for death in vain 

To end your misery. 
Go ! — though no more we meet again, 

My curse shall with you dweU, 
And weigh your spirit to the earth : — 

Go ! — seek your fate ! — farewell !" 

e5 
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I marvelled why to me was breathed 

These threats of fearful woe ; 
But soon all dread of anguish fled 

Before youth's sunny glow. 
I did not— could not — e'er forget 

Each bitter, angry word, — 
But deemed not Fate would verify 

The curse which I had heard. 

Time passed, — and I have drained the cup 

Drugged by mine enemy. 
And all I loved and valued most 

Are lost for aye to me. 
But 'neath the mask of careless joy 

My spirit's pangs I hidg, — 
Nerved to sustain the woes I feel 

By high, unshaken pride. 

I've mingled in the festive dance, 

" The gayest of the gay," 
I've sung, with smiles and looks of mirth^ 

A wildly joyous lay. 
The jest and laugh were on my lip — 

Glad words upon my tongue, — 
I seemed, to all who looked on me. 

The happiest of the throng. 
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They thought that joy appeared less bright 

Without my careless smile. 
And ceaseless mirth, and merry jest, 

The moments to beguile. 
Then, even then^ the ** viper's fang" 

Made my own heart its prey. 
And thoughts would flit across my brain 

I could not drive away ! 

Yet none amid that reckless crowd 

Dreamt of mine agony ; — 
I could not bow my haughty soul 

To seek their sympathy ! 
But often from the crowded hall 

To solitude I've flown, 
Yet dreaded in those bitter hours 

To be so much alone ! 

I've pined to see the morning break 

Through the long, sleepless night, — 
Yet when mom came, with gladdening ray, 

My spirit loathed the light ! — 
God ! only Thou canst read the heart — 

And my deep misery. 
Though hidden from a scornful world. 

Is all revealed to Thee ! 
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Hear, Mighty One ! my anguished prayer !- 

Behold these burning tears ! 
Pardon the faults of early youth — 

The sins of later years ! 
Spare me — release me from this curse — 

Oh ! listen to my cry ! — 
I ask no earthly pomp or power ! — 

Mt Father ! kt me die ! 
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HOPE ON. 



" Hope on !— Hope ever ! i 

Mart Howitt. 



" Hope on ! hope ever !" — In thy sadness 
Believe a brighter hour is near^ 

Radiant with beams of heartfelt gladness, 
The later years of life to cheer. 

Hath the hand of Death bereft thee 

Of those who smiled in childhood's home P- 

Have the friends thou cherished left thee. 
Lonely through the world to roam P 

Still, hope on, — the future bringeth 
Something dearer — ^brighter still, — 

Some fair dream, whose influence flingeth 
Joy around in good and ill ; 

In thy trials Hope can cheer thee ; 

And when sorrow falls on thee, 
Hope on ! hope on ! for God is near thee, 

To guide thy barque o'ei I>^Tl%^I!^'^^'^^ 
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When thy onward path looks dreary, — 
When the friends of youth have fled, — 

When thy heart feels lone and weary. 
Yearning for the loved — ^the dead : — 

Though the trusted could deceive thee. 
Deem not all are faithless too ; — 

Earth has yet kind hearts, believe me. 
Glowing with affection true, 

Hope on ! hope on ! though all should fail thee,- 
Though Falsehood wound, or Death should try,- 

Whatever earthly iUs assail thee, 

Hope on ! — ^hope ever ! — God is nigh ! 
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THE DYING POETESS. 



'*■ Alas ! for those that, on a fragile thing. 

Oft crushed before the moth, thus rest their hopes ! 
Such hopes are doomed, with the enshrining heart, 
To break together.*' 

Ragg'8 « Heber." 



It was a winter's eve — the morrow's sun 
Would usher in another year to earth ; — 
Around the blazing fire a group were drawn, 
But not in mirth. Upon the brow of one 
The seal of Death was set, although at times 
Her pale cheek glowed as if the flush of health 
Had once more sought its former resting place ; 
And her dark eye shot forth a glance of flame. 
And, like the dying lamp, more brightly gleamed 
Just ere it sank for ever — quenched in night ! 
A fair girl knelt before her, with her arms 
Twined round that dying form, in tenderness ; 
And one, in prime of manhood, stood beside ; 
And ever and anon the expiring girl 
Turned to him with an earnest, searching look 
Of mingled grief and love unutterable, 
But met no answering glance oi «^TSi^^^l. 
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Unchanged^ as chiseled marble^ was that face^ 

And firm, nay, haughty, was his attitude. 

— All yet were silent, — and the moaning wind, 

Distinctly heard, seemed sighing o'er her fate, 

Who, patient, waited the approach of Death. 

Suddenly a low murmuring sound arose. 

And her voice broke the stillness ; — thus she spoke:— 



" Death's hand is on my heart, — 
I feel his touch, — ^but yet, ere I depart, 
I fain would pour my spirit forth in song — 

Like to the dying swan — 

That when from earth I'm gone 
Ye may remember me ! — Around me throng 
Bright dreams and rich imaginings ! — I see 
The future as the present. — Wake ! once more, 
Wild harp of mine ! and may thy strain have power 
The deep, long hidden feelings of my breast 
To veil to human sight. — I call on thee. 
Spirit of Poesy ! 
Inspire this lay — 
The last which I shall breathe ; — obey 

Thy votary's request ! 
Tell how, when grief has bowed my soul to earth. 
My lip has worn the joyous smile of mirth ; 

My tongue has breathed the ^e%t 
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Which called forth others' laughter ; while my heart 
Writhed beneath agony which none could guess ! 
Yet in those hours of bitter wretchedness 
There came a hope^ new gladness to impart. 
But that hath vanished : — even Love has fled ! 
Despair is victor — Fate hath triumphed ! 
Alas ! my hand is weak, or my last strain. 
Once heard, should never be forgot again, — 

And none should hear, unmoved. 
My dying song ! — Be calm, be calm, my soul, — 
In this sad hour I must these thoughts controul ; — 

Yet ye, whom most I loved. 
List to me now ! — ^On thee, on thee, I call. 
My own, my sole-beloved One ! to hear 
My wild appeal ! — Thou know'st I was thy thrall 
In happier hours, — and now (when Death is near, 
And the grave opens for me, can my tongue 
Speak aught but truth ?) — ^I am, what I have been. 
Thine, and thine ovdy ! — The world stepped between. 
And parted us, — and I have borne too long 
Suffering * and outrage — calumny and wrong ;' 
And, worse than all, thy heart was lured from me. 
But in this trying hour it must not be — 
Believe my dying words, — ^faithful to thee 
Amid these varied trials — every thought 
And every fonder hope and prayer was thine. 
Did I not lay upon my IdoVft aiinsx<& 
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All that this world could give — ^perchance e'en more ? 

And what was the reward my spirit sought ? 

A whispered word — a look with kindness fraught, — 

And I had lain me down in peace to sleep ; — 

But, ah ! too seldom was the treasure mine — 

Too soon the fevered dream of love was o'er, — 

And I was left in loneliness to weep I 

But let that pass — thou dar'st not douht me now !— 

The past is all forgiven, — and ere long 

Thou wilt be free to breathe the passionate vow 

To fairer maids. — Be still, be still, my heart ! — 

They said that I was mad! and thoughts would 

throng. 
That seemed like madness, o'er my burning brain, 
When first I learnt that we should meet no more, 
And saw the treasured dream of years depart ! 
I marvel how that fearful pang I bore, — 
I could not bear such agony again ! 
Oh 1 I could tell thee much, but 'tis in vain 
To speak of this, for life is ebbing fast. 
Dost thou believe me ? — Speak one parting word — 
My spirit to its inmost heart is stirred — 
I bid thee answer me — art thou unchanged. 
Or has thy heart by falsehood been estranged 
From one who loved, and loves thee — to the 

last ?" 
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He turned^ and met that pleading, loving look, 

Which spoke the heart's deep truth and tenderness. 

A moment, and her arms had clasped his neck. 

While her lips breathed fond blessings on his head. 

And pressed warm kisses on his cheek and brow! 

And then, in broken words, her tale was told, — 

" More sinned against than sinning" — she had been. 

Through every trial, true to plighted vows 

Of faith and constancy. Pressed to his heart, 

She whispered, in a low and solemn tone — 

" God bless thee, dearest !" — and she spoke no more. 

For life and sense had fled ; — and never yet 

Hath the stern Tyrant chilled a truer heart ! 

— Her lover stood beside her lowly grave, — 

Saw the mound heaped above her once-loved form — 

Then turned away, to mingle in the world — 

The cold, misjudging, harsh, deceiving world ! 

But who shall tell if, 'midst its heartless joys. 

He gave a thought ito the devoted one 

Who died to prove her truth ? — Ask the proud heart 

Of selfish man, if cold forgetfulness. 

And harsh unkindness, and neglect, be not 

The sole reward of Woman's Trust and Faith? 



lit 
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LONELY THOUGHTS. 

Where can the homeless find a home ? — 

Where have the weary rest P 
Vainly in search of peace we roam. 

Care is the bosom's guest. 
While Earth's dark paths we sorrowing tread. 
With blighted heart, and aching head ! 

Yet there is still one lowly spot, 

A sacred solitude — 
Wh«re grief and wearying pain come not — 

Where grief can ne'er intrude ! 
The grave- — ^though silent, dark, and drear- 
Is free from worldly care or fear. 

Oh ! how my spirit yearns to sleep 

Within that quiet space, — 
To learn the secrets, buried deep, 

Of man's last resting-place ! 
A child upon a mother's breast 
Would not more calmly sink to rest. 

But, ah ! the living cannot know 

If, in that holy ground, 
A refuge from all earthly care 

Shall by the soul be found. 
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There comes no whisper from the tomb 
To tell the secrets of its gloom* 

Yet, doth not Holy Writ declare 

The grave is truly blest ? 
" The wicked cease from troubling there — 

The weary are at rest !" 
Rest ! — ^the sole blessing that / crave 
Is the deep quiet of the grave ! 



H^ 
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THE SOXG OF THE EXDL£b. 

Nc-v vie have loude fuevefl 
To our fiu- homes upon a foieigii shore. 
And, with glad hearts, we seek that land once 
more. 

Where our loYed kindred dwell. 

Say, do the fond ones live 
From whom we parted in onr childhood's home? — 
When, to that well-known spot again we come, 

Will they a welcome give ? 

Will a dear Mother's voice 
The homeward wanderers with a blessing greet — 
A Father his long-absent children meet — 

Or Sisters' hearts rejoice ? 

Night's curtain veils the earth, 
IJut favouring breezes speed us on our way ; 
And we shall hail, at the first hour of day. 

The land which gave us birth. 

The shore we've left is fair — 
(flowing with rare sweet flowers of richest dyes. 
That spring and flourish 'neath those cloudless 
skies — 

Ihit irf» were. Exiles Wiexc\ 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 125 



Dearer the humble cot — 
Where long-tried friends will meet when eve comes 

Toxmd — 
Than the gay palaces which may be fomid 

Upon that distant spot. 

On ! o'er the deep calm Sea ! 
Speed, speed my gallant vessel, o'er the foam ! 
Thou bear'st us onward to the cherished home, 

And friends of infancy ! 



a3 
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STANZAS. 



*' Oh ! blame not the bard, if, in Pleasure's soft dream, 
He should try to forget— what he never can heal." 

MoomE* 



Yk tell me joy and peace await 

The closing hours of life, — 
That 'twill be mine, e'en yet, to know 

Moments with gladness rife. 
Oh ! give me back the fearless trust — 

The joyous hopes of yore — 
The truth — the confidence once felt, — 

Alas ! tlieir reign is o'er ! 

The evening of my life may bring 

Riches, and Power, and Fame ; — 
And they who frown upon me now. 

Perchance may cease to blame ; — 
Friendship and Love may bless my lot,- 

And my heart cease to mourn, — 
But the gladness of departed years 

Can never more return I 
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Then blame me not that now I strive 

To banish painful thought ; 
Though oft in vain, 'midst revels gay, 

Forgetfulness is sought. 
A word, a look, recalls the past, — 

Too soon doth pleasure fade, — 
And over momentary joy 

Doth sorrow cast a shade. 

Let but one gentle star arise — 

One hope to cheer me on, — 
And all ye deem I may attain 

Of Earth-gifts, should be won. 
But, lone and sad, I strive in vain 

To conquer dark despair. 
And rush into the world's gay scenes 

To seek oblivion there. 



n4 
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THE PARTING ADMONITION. 
(suggested bt a pictube bearing that title.) 



** Go thy ways, and be honest ! 



t> 



Thou must go forth, my child, 
To mingle in the world, and learn its ways ; — 
Think of the lessons given in early days, 

And be not thou beguiled 
From the right path : — I bid thee go, and be 
Honest and true ; — and God will prosper thee ! 

And oh ! should trials come. 
And dark temptation lure thy heart astray. 
And lead thy steps from Virtue's narrow way — 

Think of thy childhood's home. 
And of the friends who 'U fondly love thee still, — 
Oh ! may such thoughts protect from earthly ill ! 

Thy Mother weeps to see 
Her darling child thus from her care depart, — 
And oh ! how often will thy Father's heart. 

In absence, yearn for thee ! 
Many a fond prayer, and many an anxious thought 
Will be, my chili, with thy xemem\iiaiwi^ (x9.M%ht. 
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God bless thee^ dearest one ! 
Be watchfdl — strive thy duties to fulfill — 
Pray for His grace to guide through good and ill ; — 

And, when from earth I'm gone, 
Let a fond Father's parting precepts be 
Treasured for ever in thy memory ! 



H& 
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HOME MEMORIES. 



*' Adieu to the Tillage, — adieu to the cot I 
And. oh ! shall I neTer re-visit the spot 
Which clings to remembrance ** 



Oh, no ! my lone footsteps will wander no more 
Through the home and the haunts where they wandered ■ 

of yore. 
When a " child among children" I sported along, 
The wildest and happiest amid the gay throng ; — 
When the sunshine of life had not been overcast 
By fears for the future, or dreams of the past ; — 
When a flower or a book could my sorrows beguile. 
And my dearest reward was a kind Father's smile; — 
When each morning was welcomed with innocent 

mirth. 
And I felt not, and knew not, the dark cares of earth. 
But youth's hopes have departed, — its bright dreams 

have fled, — 
The fondest and kindest have changed, or are dead ! 
A stranger resides in my childhood's dear home, — 
Unknown, through the haunts of my youth, I might 



roam ! — 
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In the grave of my Father fair Happiness sleeps^ 
And there her lone vigil sad Memory keeps I — 
How swift flew the Past ! — ^but the Future may be 
As heavy and dark as the Present to me ! 
How oft, 'midst the world's vapid pleasures, will come 
A dream of past gladness — a vision of home ! 
Tones and voices well known sound again on mine ear, 
And flitting around me are forms I held dear. 
How oft, as the night'« lonely vigil I keep- 
When Memory and Thought from my couch banish 

sleep — 
I live o'er the Past, — and in fancy still roam 
Through scenes weU remembered — my heart's dearest 

home. 
But idle such memories, and painful as vain, 
I never shaU visit that loved spot again ! 
The world is around me — glad feelings depart — 
A sorrow, ungnessed at, is crushing my heart ; — 
The Spirit of Hope from my bosom has flown. 
And I walk through the world's crowded pathways 

alone ! 
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STANZAS. 



<< Nor leaves a flower He once could cherish^ 
Unsheltered, in the blasting wind ; 
Nor leaves a fainting heart to perish. 
That has to Him its all resigned.'* 

" Martyr of VendamJ*^ 



Look forth ! the hand of God 
Has checked the lately rapid river's flow ; — 
On the bare trees hung wreaths of glistening snow, 

And o'er the verdant sod 
Spread a fair covering of unsullied white, 
Which in the morning ray is sparkling bright. 

The sun smiles on the earth — 
Not even a passing cloud obscures his ray, — 
An(J yet no song is heard — no greeting lay. 

To welcome him, poured forth ! 
The early lark is mute — the thrush is still — 
And earth seems silent, desolate, and chill ! 
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Yet Spring will come again> 
And bid bright flowers and leaves succeed the snow; — 
Again the frozen stream will swiftly flow ; — 

Nor through the woods will reign 
Unbroken silence, — ^but the birds' gay song 
On the mild air wiQ sweetly float along. 

Oh ! will not He, whose power 
Created Earth and Heaven, — and bade the Spring, 
To hearts depressed by wintry tempests, bring 

Gladness and peace once more j — 
Oh ! will not He the drooping soul sustain. 
And bid sweet peace illume our path again P 

Doth not His word declare 
*' He will not quench the flax, nor break the reed"— 
That those who seek His aid in time of need^ 

Shall never know despair ? 
Unlike our earthly Mends, He wiQ not leave 
" The lonely in their loneliness to grieve !" 

God bids the glad earth bloom 
When the dark season's o'er ;— and will not He — 
** The day-spring from on high" — bid Sorrow flee, 

And Joy's bright sun illume 
The lone heart's depths ? — He will new hopes create, 
Nor leave the trusting spirit dfi^VaA,^. 
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THE APPEAL. 



< Oh ! give me back the green fields 
Where I was wont to stray !** 

Ragg. 

<< Oh ! that the desert were my dwelling-place. 
With one fair spirit for my minister ! — ** 

Byrok. 



I AM weary of this busy scene. 

This gay and crowded mart ; — 
I pine for lone and verdant vales, — 

Oh ! let me now depart ! 
Keep me no more a prisoner here 

Amid your walls to mourn, 
But let me to life's early haunts, 

With a glad heart, return. 

Give me the cloudless sky above — 

The fair green earth around, — 
And gladly would I leave the wealth 

That in your halls is found ! 
The sweet notes of a wild bird's song- 

A streamlet murmuring nigh. 
Have more of music than the strains 

Ye dietm all melody. 
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Ye tell me poverty will crush 

My high and haughty heart, 
If, from this scene of pomp and wealth, 

Too quickly I depart. 
Give me a shelter for my head — 

A crust — the limpid wave, — 
And, with my grateful thanks, resume 

The costly gifts ye gave. 

Ye say that in some coming hour 

I shall repine to be 
A wanderer from your sheltered home — 

Oh ! should I not be free ? 
Though cold and dark the Winter be. 

The Spring will soon return ; — 
Oh ! let me seek the far-off home 

For which I fondly yearn ! 

Speak not of riches, or of power. 

They can no peace impart ; — 
Speak not of fame — its voice no more 

Can cheer my drooping heart ! 
Give me to roam through cherished scenes. 

The home for which I pine. 
And all beside ye could bestow 

I gladly wiU resign. 
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Then let me, leave these crowded halls. 

And seek a humbler spot ; — 
Let not my spirit vainly yearn 

To know a happier lot ! 
Lonely and sad my heart tww feels, — 

But I could never be, 
Amid those well-known haunts, alone ; 

Oh ! set my spirit free ! 
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SOLITUDE. 



" To roam along, the world*8 tired denizen, 
With none to bless us — none whom we can bless; 
None that, with kindred consciousness endued, 
If we were not, would seem to smile the less. 
Of all that flattered, followed, sought, and sued :— 
This is to be alone— this, this is solitude.*' 

By RON. 



Yes — such, indeed, is solitude — to be 
AloDe in crowds, when all around seem gay, — 

To wear the mask of mirth, yet vainly seek 
To drive each bitter, maddening thought away, 

To mingle in the revel, dance, and jest — 
Seeking forgetfiilness, yet doomed to be 

Amidst each joyous scene — through every change- 
A prey to secret care and misery. 

To pine for true affection — and to be 

The dupe of the designing and the vain ; — 

Resolve to trust no more — bxit a\\ \,oq ^c>wv 
Won to believe, and traal, axvSiXoN^ ^^vct- 
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Again to be deceived — again tx) feel 

The agony — the madness — the despair, — 

Then wear a mask, to hide from every eye 

The secret pangs the wounded heart must bear. 

To love the bright blue sky — the verdant earth — 
The smiling flowers — the trees — the murmuring 
stream, — 

Yet, fettered by the world, dare think of these 
But in the gladness of some passing dream. 

Oppressed by woe, and poverty, and pain. 
Well may the lonely spirit pine to see 

The " closing scene of all" — ^when Death shall break 
The bonds of earth, and set the captive free I" 
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STANZAS 

INSCRIBED TO MISS LYNDON. 



Yes — ^play me still that mournful strain, — 

Its low, sweet tones bring back 
The hours when hopes and gladness strewed 

Bright flowers along life's track : — 
When every leaf and bud for me 

Some cheering charm possessed, 
Ere yet the love of Song had woke 

Strange feelings in my breast. 

Tve lain beside the murmuring stream 

While hours have o'er me flown ; 
Nor cared for sports that others loved^ 

So I could be alone ! 
I dreamt not then the time would come 

When I should grieve to be 
Companionless and desolate, — 

The " mate of misery ! " 

They tell me Fame may yet be won, — 
That Wealth may soon be mine, — 

But, for the sounds of vain renown, 
1 never should repine; — 
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Far dearer, from a parent's lips. 

Were one faint word of praise. 
Than all with which the world may greet 

My sad and simple lays. 

And Wealth — with all her hoasted hoards — '• 

Can nought of peace bestow ; 
Her glittering gems, — her costly robes, — 

Win never banish woe ! 
One hour of childhood's sunny hopes 

More dear to me appears, 
Than all the hollow, fleeting joys. 

Which glad maturer years ! 

Alas ! that at the cold world's law 

Youth's bright dreams should depart ; 
And blighted hopes and feelings throw 

A chill upon the heart ! 
Then sing no joyous songs to me, — 

Give me that mournful strain ; 
And let me be — in thought, — at least — 

A simple child again ! 
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SONNET. 

My home! my English home! I came to thee^ 
After long wandering, with as leal a heart 
As that with which I turned me to depart. 

To seek for love and truth heyond the Sea ! 

But foreign cities had no charms for me ; — 

Amid their splendour would the warm tears start. 
And dreamy thoughts of youth and home would 
dart 

Across my hrain in maddening memory, — 

Until my sad and weary spirit pined 

For my own native land, upon whose shore 
1 found again a resting-place, — no more 

To be deserted : — to my lot resigned. 

If through dear England's vales my steps may roam 

Until the grave shall be the Wanderer's home ! 



\1 
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THE LAST LAY! 

« The laat ! 
Oh ! by that little word, 
How many thoughts are stirred !** 

Miss C. Bowles.. 

<< Lost Lyre ! these numbers are thy last !*' 

Farewell ! wild Harp> to thee ! 
Yet ere thy latest strain shall pass away, 
I ask from thee a mournfdl farewell lay. 

Whose every tone shall he 
Full of the love which glows within my breast 
For One who slumbers in his final rest ! 

I bid a Father's name 
Around thy strings a holy influence shed^ — 
Pay thy true homage to the honoured dead ; — r 

And oh ! if aught of Fame 
Thy song may win — its every flower shall be 
Hallowed and consecrate, my Sire! to Thee. 

'Twas the first grief I knew. 
To gaze upon thy face with anxious eye, 
Yet find no kind, fond glance to mine reply, '^^ 

As there was wont to do. 
Such grief again my soul can never know. 
As when I kissed thy marble lips and brow I 
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The name my Father bore 
I would have made a loved and honoured one. 
That, when my spirit to its home was gone, — 

Its latest sorrow o*er, — 
My Harp's rude lay might yet a charm impart 
Unto Youth's glowing and confiding heart. 

But, ere the prize is won 
For which my ardent spirit fondly yearned. 
Back from Fame's temple are my footsteps turned — 

The fleeting dream is gone, — 
And, as my Harp's last strings I sadly rend. 
All early hopes and vain aspirings end ! 

Mine is a wayward lot, — 
Yet, as my parting lay I lonely trace, 
I fain would claim in some kind hearts a place, — 

Let me not be forgot 
By all who bend above my latest strain, — ^"•' ' - ^x% 
Let some remembrance of me still remain, — 

A passing, fleeting thought 
Recall, in some lone hour, my memory. — 
Alas ! alas ! I fear that may not be, — 

My rude lay is not fraught 
With the sweet music which should bid it dwell 
In memory, — as by a Ta9b^<& «^^\ 
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Yet with thy honoured name. 
Father ! I twine my wild Harp's dying lay ! 
Thou — the best loved in childhood's trusting day I 

And ever still the same 
My heart lemains, — ^for noner could win from me 
Such deep devotion as I felt for thee ! 



** Lost Lyre," — ^thy last notes fall 
Slowly, reluctantly, — ^farewell to thee ! — 
Farewell ! — ^' a word that has been, and must be, 

I sadly bid to all 
Who linger o'er this page with feeling heart. 
And who, perchance, may sigh when I depart* 



» 



Farewell ! Farewell ! no more 
Thus shall we meet, or conmiune, — ^it is past:- 
A heavy cloud is o'er the Future cast,— 

The Muse's reign is o'er. — 
I dare not wake again her fatal spell, — 
But mournfully repeat my last — Farewell ! 
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